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were turned westward in their deep sockets, and were staring
intently at the corner of Silver Street, round which the expected
boat seemed most likely to appear. Crummie stooped down and
turned up several times the bottoms of her father's black trou-
sers, revealing his loose, bedraggled bootlaces. 'There's a boat!
There's two of 'em!" cried Mr. Geard. Two boats did indeed
now appear, shooting round the corner of Silver Street with a
great deal of splashing and shouting. Both were rowed, in spite
of the anarchist's prediction, by a soldier; but in one of them
was a large and huddled group of sobbing children, while in the
other, a much bigger boat, save for the figures of Lily and Louie
Rogers clinging tightly to each other in the stern, there was no-
body at all.
The young soldier who was rowing the large boat was evi-
dently totally unused to handling oars and it was his clumsiness,
angrily rebuked by the older man in the crowded boat, that pro-
duced the splashing and confusion. Every time his oar slipped,
or got caught between the rushing water and the wooden rowlock,
Lily would turn an appealing glance, like the gaze of a Christian
Martyr in an early Victorian print, towards the older soldier
whom the helpless oarsman seemed to be addressing as corporal.
"Tike the lidy aboard, Bill!" now commanded the corporal.
"Tike the two gents as well. Blime me! Do 'ee think yer goin' to
do nothink but row young lidies? Do 'ee think yer in Wyemouth
Bye, of a Satur-die arternoon? Tike the three on 'em aboard at
once! Pull with yer other oar, ye bleedin' bibe! The other one,
yer prize fool, the other one. Gawd damn yer! Yer 11 brike that
oar to bits in a jiffy. Stand up, yer fool! Stand up, and pull it
out o' the bloody water! Gawd, Almighty! was there ever such
a ninny born of man's 'oly seed!"
The martyrised glances of Lily, lovely in her pallor, seemed
to increase the bewilderment of the hapless young soldier even
more than the abuse of his corporal. Three times the big canal-
boat from Bridgewater was carried by the flood past the place
where the three stood. At the fourth attempt, when it looked as if
the corporal, purple with rage, would soon be upsetting his own
load of now screaming children, Paul Trent, wading up to his
knees in the brown flood, clambered into the boat. "What have